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‘ 
WILL GAMBLING 


f Fass underworld of New 
BE STOPPED? NO. 


York is in for a huge 
upheaval, probably the 
biggest thing in the upheaval line that ever 
happened to it. Nobody can say at this 
writing just how far-reaching it will be, or where 
the graft trails will lead. Only one thing is 
absolutely certain, and that is: Gambling will 
not be stopped in New York as a result of 
it. If this fact can be impressed with sufficient 
force upon the public mind a great deal 
will have been accomplished, and a great 
step taken toward the ultimate abolition of 
graft. Graft—police graft in particular—is 
merely hush-money; money paid by the under- 
world for the right to do uninterruptedly that 
which, not public sentiment, but our laws, de- 
clare shall not be done. The money for the 
police graft comes not from the proprietors of 
gambling-houses, but from the great public 
which loves to gamble, which always z// 
gamble, which always Aas gambled. To abol- 
ish gambling in New York or anywhere else 
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you must first eradicate from human nature its 
love for games of chance. You must allay 
the passion which makes some men watch a 
stock-ticker, others a roulette-wheel, and 
still others stand at the rear of a moving 
train and bet on the turn of the curves. 
The graft figures mentioned in the present 
upheaval have been big figures, staggering 
figures, but they are as a drop in the bucket 
compared with the sum total of money in- 
volved. The gambling-house proprietcrs 
could afford to pay big money because they 
made big money; which simply means that 
the public lost big money. But does the fact 
thai it loses deter the public from coming back 
to the roulette-wheel and-other lures? No; 
not any more than Wall Street losses deter 
gamblers there from coming back. They 
always come back; and when they die others 
are born to take their places. Likewise, 
policemen or politicians of high or low degree 
may be convicted of grafting and sentenced 
to terms of imprisonment, but the fact will 
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not prevent other policemen or politicians 
from grafting, or gambling-house proprietors 
from paying graft. When the public grows 
tired of gambling, then and then only will 
gambling stop. Raids won’t stop it. Court 
proceedings won’t stop it. Upheavals won’t 
stop it. Only when the prospect of “some- 
thing for nothing” ceases to be attractive to 
mankind will the gambling-house shut up shop, 
whether its location be New York, or Nome, 
or Monte Carlo. Police graft in connec- 
tion with gambling-houses will continue with 
but trifling interruptions until this brutal fact 
is recognized. It is generally known now, 
but the “good” people among us have yet to 
reach the point where they will admit it 
through the law. When for private graft 
we substitute public license and supervision, 
police officials will no longer make vast for- 
tunes out of “lots in Japan,” and in point 
of unblinking horse-sense we shall probably 
be as near to the millennium as we are ever 
destined to get on this side of Jordan. 














THE REPUBLICAN TRAFFIC COP RECOGNIZES ONLY ONE KIND OF TRAFFIC, 
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HELD UP INDEFINITELY. 









People Dou See on the Train. 





"Wow ELMER | REMEMBER FeLLING 
LAST THING TO CLOSE/THE ICE Box 





LUNCH Time 




















Tv ALWAYS 
COMES Down 


Wow THEY ARE NEWLY WEDS 
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UP The Arsce 
FRom THe WaTeR COOLER 


























@)” COURSE the chair-car is full. It always is when you particularly want to escape a 
long, hot ride in a crowded day-coach. So you go back and share a nice, cool red- 
plush seat with the heavy lady in pink linen who nearly missed the train saying good-by 
to George and Minnie, and telling Fred not to forget, on the back platform. After she has 
her hat-box all nicely fixed just where it will hit you, and not her, if it does fall, and has 
looked at all the stage pictures in the two-months-ahead Red Book, she will get ouf the 
Emerson shoe-box full of lunch, and you prepare for the worst. Somebody else’s lunch-box 
on a train is always a thing to be avoided. Its odor is like nothing in the food line you 
ever met. The heavy lady has a good appetite and gets away with nearly all the chicken, 
the olives, and most of the fig Newtons. What she does n't want she manages to slide under 
where you are sitting. By-and-by she will purchase some nice ripe plums and an orange or 
two from the train-boy. Have you ever sat next toa lady who is eating a ripe plum out of 
the palm of her hand? An atomizer is n't in it. 

Just about this time the little girl with all the lockets and bracelets on discovers the 
water-cooler. The real use of a water-cooler on a day-coach is to keep children from being 





bored. After a dozen or so visits to the tank at the end of the car, Jessie gets generous and 
decides to treat the others, so she spends the rest of the trip teetering up and down the 
aisle bringing water to mamma, and auntie, and little brother. Sometimes she gets there 
with almost half of what she started with. It’s great sport— especially when there area 
lot of curves on the roadbed. 

Just in front are a couple of Newlyweds. You can always tell them, no matter how they 
try to fool you. At first you suppose they are car-sick. Then it dawns on you that they are 
merely trying to get that d/asé and weary-of-married-life look. Not a bit like the real thing 
in wedded bliss across the aisle, where *‘ Dearie"’ is giving “‘ Elmer” to understand that 
never will she go away on a trip with him again, so she won't, and that anyway she might 
have known he would forget to close the ice-box door. Whereupon * Elmer” hunts up the 
smoking-car and you offer up a silent prayer of thanks that you are still fancy free and 
have n’t an ice-box door to cause trouble. 

You'll find one of each on every train. We have n't room to goon with this list. Discover 
*em for yourself next time you go traveling. WE. Hill, 





THE TRUTH ABOUT ARMAGEDDON. 


Ow apoplectic thunders roll cut of the crimson West, 

The Super-Sanctified have met to do their lord’s behest. 
Too noble for a wicked world, they stand alone, apart, 
And raise the stainless standard of T. R., the meek of heart. 
What reck they of the issues, or what need they of the laws? 
Their law is in their leader now, their leader is the cause. 
And hand in hand, with upturned eyes, in holy, sweet accord, 

They stand at Armageddon and they babble for their lord. 


“Fraternity and brotherhood!’ the loyal legions shout, 

“Fraternity and brotherhood ! — but keep the black votes out! 
“Though Lincoln may. have erred a bit — he did n’t need the South— 
We follow in his footsteps and uphold him, hand and mouth. 

Our strength is as the strength of ten, because our cause is just, 

Our souls are in the struggle, though we’re taking it on trust.’ 

Ah, with what righteous energy, and pawing of the sward, 

In far-off Armageddon do they babble for their lord! 


They know-their leader is sincere, that he is wise they know; 
They know that he’s unselfish, too; in fact, he told them so. 
They know he ’Il lead their footsteps, by the spell of his harangue, 
To the Promised Land, off yonder, where the plums of office hang. 
So, girded in their goodness and their robes of lily white, 
They wait with eager longing for the passing of the night; 
And, mindful of the distant dawn when comes the rich reward, 
They stand at Armageddon and they babble for their lord. 
Stanley Quinn. 


i ae: experience of many of us is that when we want to ring up and 
talk to the world the line is busy. 

















HEADS OR TAILS? 


FLIPPING THE COIN IN AFRICA. 





_ = ~ 


t really isn’t necessary for a man to have strong backing if he can put 


up a good front. 








OLD-HOME WEEK IN THE GARDEN OF 


FOR THE BRAVEST. 








»AH_ bustled into the Travelers’ 
Club of Heaven with a bulky 
package in his hand, and de- 
posited it ostentatiously on a 
table. 

*“‘ Boys,” said Naah, “ here ’s 
a chance for one of you. A 














philanthropist who just arrived 
has offered this jeweled crown as a prize to the 
bravest traveler in Heaven, and he’s appointed 
me a committee of one to pass on your quali- 
fications.” 

“Hand over the prize,” said Columbus. 
“That trip of mine across the Atlantic ought 
to satisfy you that [’m the proper recipient.” 

“Not on your life, Chris,” broke in Marco 
Polo. “All you had to do was to climb on a 
ship and keep on going till you rammed a con- 
tinent. You did n’t even run the risk of collid- 
ing with another boat. There weren’t any 
pirates to molest you on your journey, nor any 
customs officers to make trouble for you when 
you landed. ‘That prize was for me. I had to 
journey through wilder places than you ever 
saw. I had to fight off pirates and brigands. 
And after I once got started 7 didnt see home 
and mother for twenty-four years, Pass over 
the prize!” 


be great objection to much of 
it doesn’t make fine reg@ng:. 


“Not so fast!” interrupted Captain Cook. 
**Marco Polo, here, never came into such inti- 
mate contact with cannibals as myself, and 
both he and Chris escaped from their travel: 
with their lives. Ididn’t. That ought to, show 
you where the prize belongs!” 

“Before you decide on the proper head to 
wear this prize,” said Henry Hudson, sidling 
up to Noah, “I want you to come downstairs 
with me and try the latest triumph of the 
steward’s art. It starts with a foundation of 
gin and ’ 

“This to the man who invented the wates- 
wagon!” exclaimed Noah. “Henry, you ovglit 
to know me better than to attempt to infkience 
my judgment.” 

Hercules roused up from the @pep. elixir 
where he had been reading an apti¢le. om the 
labor question. 

“Tf all you amateurs ane. threugh wranglin g 
about your little jourgeys, I) ’li take the crowr.,” 
he said. “What do any of you know ab jut 
the real hardships of travel? All vow ever did 
was just to toddle around on top of the earth. 
Now, / did something that demanded a little 
nerve. I took a stroll through Mell.” 

Noah looked around the ron. 

“T don’t see that anyone is: prepared to deny 
Herky’sassertions,” Noatsaidi “Ce nseqnently, 

) 








the fine writing , of 


Po 


sa 


EDEN. 


I’m going to give him the crown as the man 
who took the biggest chance in the course of 


his peregrinations.” Noah lifted the crown 
irom the table. 

“Just a minute!” came in a weak, small voice 
from a shadowy corner of the room. 

Noah halted in surprise, while a figure swathed 
in bandages and hobbling on a cane staggered 
across the rug. 

“Who are you?” asked Noah. 

f “John Smith,” said the other. 
” “And what do you want?” Noah inquired. 

“The prize,” said John Smith. “I under- 
stand you ’re giving it to the man who took the 
biggest chance.” 

“That’s the idea,” said Noah. “But I never 
heard of you. What did you ever do?” 

“TI started across Broadway at Forty-second 
Street without the aid of a traffic cop,” said 
John Smith, “and I managed to get within 
three feet of the other side before the accident 
happened!” 

“Mr. Smith,” said Noah, visibly moved, “# 

this crown does n’t fit,you we ‘Il have it altered 
at the expense of the club.” — Stan/ey Quinn. 


- drinking interferes with your business, get 
a political job. 


the present day is that 


. 
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the monkey's face. 


impulse. 


minute ; let’s inquire into the matter a little further. 
monkey-house now comes forward and admits that there is something about 
this monkey that causes in many visitors a homicidal, or anthropoidal, 
For a year or two, he says, matches have been @ 

favorite offering to this monkey, and once a man gave 
it a bottle of carbolic acid. 

It is easy to believe that the Bronx monkey's 

face is really the cause of the trouble. 
are human faces that seem especially adapted 
for punching. Not because they are ugly, 
according to our standards of beauty. 


: FACES. 


MAN was arrested in the Bronx, New York, Zoo the other day 
jor feeding matches to a monkey. 
magistrate he admitted the unkind act. 

that matches are bad for monkeys. 
And the man was demented, was he? 


When arraigned before a 
Fe confessed a knowledge 
Hiis excuse was that he didn’t like 
Wait a 
The keeper of the 







There 





FOR VALUE RECEIVED. 


Mrs. Conen.— Dis life-guard saved your life, Cohen. Shall I giff 


him a dollar? 
Mr. CoHen.—I vas half deadt ven he pulled me out. 


fifty cents! 


Giff him 


Quite the contrary: they may be ex- 
ceedingly well formed and regular. 
But you want them to go away. The 
mildest person in the world will sud- 
denly commit assault and battery with 
out seemingly adequate reason. He 


When 


A 


ON THE SIDE. 


SHOULD think that you would find it hard to support a 
minister in a little place like this,’ 
the proprietor of the hotel in Blueberryville. 

“Well, I reckon we would, only he does sev’ral things 
on the side which bring in a little money. 
two dollars a month for keeping the church clean and 
taking care o’ the furnace in the winter, and we paid him 

ten dollars for painting the church this summer after we bought the paint. 


Then he has a lot o’ hens that bring in some 
money, and he raises a lot o’ garden-truck that 
he peddles out: Then he takes orders for 
graphophone records and does some book-can- 
vassing, and his wife takes in sewing and peddles 
extracts, so with a side-issue or two like that and 
the two hundred and fifty a year we pay him he 
gits along about. as well as the averidge country 
minister. ‘hey all have to do more or less on the 
side, you know.” 


WHERE IT STARTED. 
er’ CoLoniaL MATRON (mother of fifteen ). 
1 —These new-fangled Women’s Clubs doth 
make one laugh. 

Seconp CoLontaL Woman (mother of seven- 
teen ).—In sooth, you are right! The idea of 
Mistress Prudence, mother of only three chil- 
dren, presuming té make an address at the 
Dorcas Society on how to raise a family / 


PRECEDENT. 
NICKER.— Think Roosevelt can come back? 
Bocker.—The man who merely goes out 
between the acts always does. 


thinks he had reason. He didn't 
like the man’s face. 
not serve on Juries. 
ably challenged. 
not challenge them 


will, Why? 


’ said the drummer to 


We allow him 


monkeys ? 


THE BENEFITS OF PROTECTION. 
LAWRENCE, MASSACHUSETTS, PAPERS PLEASE COPY. 

















I. 
CAPITAL,— Just see what Protection does for you ! 
Look at this fine full dinner-pail ! 
LaBor.—Great! Gimme it! I need it! 


Some men can- 
They are inevit- 
Tf the defense does 
the government 
Nothing definite— 
tust didn't like his face. 

If this be true of men, why not of 
Few persons of any strong sen- 
sibility can get pleasure from Icoking at monkeys, anyway. 


Pre 


mm 


| 


: 





The face 
of an ape creature is an accusation, a taunt, 
and a reproof against man. For an overween- 
ing self-esteem, if you ever feel one coming on, 
just go to the monkey-house and watch these 
long-tailed cousins of yours awhile. If you 
don't bring away a little humility, yours is a 
hard case. If there is anything in physiognomy, 
the monkey is a low personality, and will so 
remain. If the monkey had a vote, he would 
sell it. He is vain. He is greedy, He is 
intemperate. He has moral lapses. He adores 
property. No, sirree! Looking at a monkey's 
face is no joy: it is too much like looking in an 
unflattering mirror. 
» 
TURN. 
M*: WiL.is.—Is your husband of a literary 
turn of mind ? 

Mrs. GILLis.—Yes. Whenever an idea turns 
up, he turns it over in his mind, turns it out as 
a story, turns it into an editor, who turns 
around and turns it down. 


A MANUSCRIPT is never too old to come back. 



































CAPITAL. — Not so fast, my friend. I must have 
my share. We're partners, you know! 





CAPITAL.—There! Now you may have it! 


LaBor.— Thanks! God bless you, sir! I didn't 


expect so much ! 








T= late Edwin Hawley, the story is told, while 
automobiling one evening with a business 
associate, —— himself in a great Inverness 
coat which he nd on the rear seat of the car, 
Mr. Hawley was a short man, and the 
great cape, many sizes too large for 
him, reached almost to the ground, 
but the air was raw and he kept it on when he 
stopped at the Metropolitan Club on the way back. 
In the grill-room Mr. Hawley found the man who 
is credited with being the only person who has ever 
joked J. P. Morgan to his face. ‘‘I’m looking for 
Mr. ——,’’ he announced. ‘‘ Have you seen him 
around here this evening?’? Then, noticing the 
solemn-faced one’s gaze was resting upon his ee 
attire, and following the sweep of his huge cape from 
his shoulders down to his shoes, Hawley added: 
‘*Some coat, isn’t it? What do you think of it?” 
The wag slowly shook his head from side to 
side and, crossing his hands on his stomach, 
slipped down another notch in his chair. ‘I 
bought some of your cursed Chesapeake to-day 
and lost money on it,’ he remarked. ‘‘Oh, about 
that coat you’re wearing there? Well, I’ll tell 
you, Ed. From the way it fits you—about ten 
sizes too large—that must be the ‘railroad mantle 
of the late Harriman’ that I hear you’re wearing.’’ 
Hawley was a man with a mond | disposition, but 
they say he never forgave him. 


¥ 


“THERE is still a Staridard Oil Company, and there 

are still men away up in it who consider that 
they are on what Mr. Harriman once spoke of asa 
‘*different plane.’’ ‘But one of them at least doesn’t 
think that any more—at any,rate, not to the same 
extent that he used to. 

Waiting for an El. train on the way downtown the 
other morning, his attention was attracted to an 
\ excited group in the street below. A wagon from 
\the Bureau of Encumbrances was backed up 
against the curb, and upon it three or four husky 


Hawley Never 
Forgave Him. 











‘‘specials’’ were loading a big stationary Italian 
fruit-stand—apparently, to judge from the loose 
fruit lying around, wrenched forcibly from its 
moorings. Watching the scene was the usual 
crowd, and the frenzied owner was going through 
just the same motions and calling down just the 
same imprecations as the excitable members of his 
race always seem to indulge in under the circum- 
stances. 

The Standard Oil magnate looked down and 
smiled cynically. ‘‘Serves the dago good and 
right”’ he said to himself. ‘‘ What business has he 
got getting in people’s way there on the sidewalk?” 

Ten minutes later, turning into Broadway from 
Beaver, he was surprised to see a gang of men 
apparently busy making some alterations on the 
steps in front of the sacred portals of Number 26. 
‘*Here,” he cried, ‘‘ what’sthis? What’s going on?”’ 

The foreman of the gang from the Bureau of 
Encumbrances rested on his hammer and looked the 
magnate over deliberately. **T don’t know who ye 
are, but if ye’re Rockyfeller himself ye go in by 
the back way this morning. This entrance is 
closed and stays closed till we clear away this junk 
out beyond the street-line!’’ 


“ = “6 ah iH) 





A DECIDED BLONDE. 


N° longagothe Pére Marquette Railway, a chronic 

candidate for the bankruptcy court, gave a last 
gasp and fell breathless into receivers’ hands. New- 
man Erb promptly bought it. Now, just lately, 
the Denver, Northwestern & Pacific, 
finished all the way from Denver to 
Steamboat Springs (wherever that 
can be), has gone into bankruptcy. Again the dis- 
criminating Mr. Erb is reported to be on the job 
and ready with the feenabichedin, 

There’ sa ‘‘ Transcontinental System ’’ story in it 
—no less. Here Mr. Erb has got the Pére Mar- 
quette, which runs across the whole State of 
Michigan, and here he is going to get this other 
road running all the way from Denver to Steam- 
boat Springs. Of course there are gaps which 
would have to be filled in, but there’s your ‘‘trans- 
continental’’ right there. And very useful, too, in 
these dull times, with Dan Reid and Judge Moore 
and their friends so blamed stubborn about buying 
Wabash and’ Western Pacific and the few others 
they need to ‘‘complete”’ their ‘‘ocean-to-ocean” 
route. Franklin, 


From Ocean to 
Ocean — Maybe. 


ITS RESOURCES. 


Y addition to the coal, oil, and gas under- 

lying the tract I am promoting,” in con- 
fidence said the Fisher of Men to his friend, 
‘it is the richest natural bunk field I have ever 
handled.” 


REVERSED. 


ILLIs.— Then he was really an honest 
Congressman ? 
GiLLis.— He was frankness itself. When he 
retired he said he felt as if the country had 
served him long enough. 
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A STOP ORDER. 


LittLE MILDRED (as she finishes her evening prayer). — And 
O, Lord, don’t bother taking care of Papa any more! 


his life insured now! 


AT THE PLAY. 


aa": life ’s a show—but differs here 
In this—that we perforce must stay 





And listen to the audience cheer 
A sadly overrated play 

A sordid tale of grief and greed, 
All dull in incident and line, 


A crude and inartistic screed 
That Mr. Frohman would decline. 


The actors are such priggish 
chaps, 


And talk in such a.sulemn way ; 


If they were genuine, perhaps 
We might endure*it for a day. 
But we who hear them rave and 
rant 
And prate of virtue —we who 
know 
The thousand dialects of cant — 
Must vote the play a “ holy 
show.” 


“Life ’s like a play’’—but 
differs, too, 
In this: That in the mimic 
play 
One gets the seat that is his due 
In box, or gallery, or parquet. 
But in this life ’t is rarely so; 
We pay, and think for the 
amount 
That we should grace the 
centre row 
If intellect or beauty count! 


And we, beholders at the play, 
We see the curtain slowly fall, 

The twilight gathering dull and gray, 
And a strange silence over all. 

The footlights die, the shadows blend ; 
Down the long aisle, in solemn rout, 

Sitters from box and gallery wend, 
And all commingle, going out! 


Joseph Dana Miller. 


INSTRUCTIONS. 


a pie (to country landlord ).—Here’s your passen- 

gers, Si. (Jn a whisper.) Remember, now, you’re a hotel 
to that New York drummer, an inn to the old girl with the nose- 
glasses, a hostelry to the guy with the Vandyke, and a road-house 
to the swarthy-looking fellow with the breath. 


ingly and you can work them to the limit! 
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He’s got 


Charge them accord- 











DECEPTIVE NOISES. 


8 oe upon a Time there was a City Farmer who took up his Abode 

at picturesque Wayoverbehind. A little Later he complained toa 
Venerable Neighbor that he was unable to sleep o’ Nights because of the 
Awful Uproar Emanating from the Millions of Frogs which infested the 
near-by Pond. He proposed that he and Uncle Neckwhiskers join 
Forces, drain the Pond, slay the Frogs, and sell the Legs, and thus at one 
masterly Stroke achieve both Peace and Plenty. 

“Nay!” quoth the Aged Man. “Not so! 
We would but have our Trouble for our 
Pains, for we would find that all that 
Vast Volume of sound was made by 1— 
count him—1r Frog. I have been for 
many Years wedded to a Woman with a 
purpose, and know full well that one >" 
Woman who wants Suffrage makes more 
Rumpus than Whole Hosts of them who 
care Nothingabout it. Also, I wasonce 
Fool enough to drain this Pond myself. 

Moral.— From this we should Learn 
that there are several ‘Things, besides 
Two Pigs under a Gate or One College iit} 
President who needs Advertising, that i 
make more Noise than one Pig under a 
Gate. Tom P. Morgan. 


EVER NOTICE? 
bara What a_ healthy - looking, 
chipper-acting family, and only the 
day before yesterday when I was here there 





GRASPED. 


was n’t one of them able to move! They LIRUTENANT (explaining 


posttion of rifle ’).—You grasp 
the piece at the balance, or 
centre of gravity.—do you 
know what is meant by the 


must have made remarkable recoveries. 
Lit1tLe WiLiie.—Yes. You see, Pa got 


news last night that his pension raise had been thine? of gravity of any- 
granted for increased disability; the surety COLORED RECRUIT. — 


Yass'r! De centre ob grab- 
bity ob anythin’ am de cen- 
tre ob the place yo’ grabs it! 


company paid Brother Bill this afternoon his 
claim they had resisted so long; and to-night 
Ma got a settlement of five thousand dollars 
in the railroad-wreck damage-suit she was mixed up in last Christmas, 


A LIETLE judicious indignation will sometimes go far toward establish- 
ing a reputation for probity. 
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THE GOOD SAMARITAN. 


MoToRIsT (fo victim).—What is your name and address? 

VicrimM.—John Smith; fourteen Bean Street. 

MororistT.—All right, Smith. Can't stop, now, but to-morrow I 
will call at your house, and try and convince you that you should carry 


an accident policy in the company I represent. 


ben a man is given an opportunity it is often also necessary to prowide 
him with a book of instructions. 
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[ERICA BULL-FIGHT 
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acture he Matador ‘Will Finish Him 
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BLOOM O’ THE LIP. 
R. JAMES HAZEN HYDE, besides being unalterably himself, 


is one of those rare chevaliers who interpose themselves, regara- 
less of expense, right on the firing-line between aristocracy and 
the plebs. James is an aristocrat; he doesn’t care who knows it; 
and his job on earth is the maintenance of privilege. Say this 
Jor him, too—he is a sincere gentle-man ; which is more than 
can be said of bricklayers and hod-carriers who claim to be 
superior to millionaires when 
secretly they bewail their lot. 
Among other reasons for exis- 
fence, Mr. Hyde cultivates 
what are probably the handa- 
somest beard and mustache 
in the world. They 
have been photo- 
graphed in several 
positions, enter- 
tained by crowned 
heads, dramatized 
and put to music, 
and a book has 
been written about them. 
Imagine that pained sur- 
prise, then, when Mr. Hyde 
came on board his chartered 
yacht at Leith, and found 
that two of the sailors were 
the boon companions of mus- 
taches. Not only that, but 
rather creditable mustaches. Of 








course, this infraction of the pro- Orv NS, 
prieties could not be tolerated. The ae 
infringing and seditious hirsute ex- A ONE-SIDED AFFAIR. 
hibits were ordered removed. But Uncie Ezra.— So you fired your new hired-man for political reasons ? 
pride was in the sailors’ hearts. They Pretty small, I call it. Did n’t happen to belong to the same party as you, 
refused. Whereupon Mr. Hyde dismissed I s’pose? 
the varlets at a cost to himself of $400, UNncLE Epen.— You ’re wrong. He belonged to the same one. That’s 
and the yacht sailed, unsullied and renewed. The yacht is now tn northern the trouble. Just think of having a fellow working alongside of you all sum- 
waters ; the only genuine beard and mustache have greeted the midnight mer long with no chance for an argument. 
sun, which rose for the laudable purpose of having a look. ipecediongs . 
But the position of Mr. Hyde, while natural and praiseworthy, ren- UP TO DATE. 


rm Li vi mer, ring. The horde of vain ruffians who ‘ . Be ees, : 
ders him lable to great sucntol ate Ae dada 4 ; h fic J he pps Tourist (in mountain district) —What a backwoods! I'll bet 
ouawe ie beauty Fe Prete sien FE, 20 _— you a dollar, my man, that you can’t tell me whether Andrew 
boss painters, switchmen, and reformers—a motley crew. In sucha predica- Jackson is dead or not. 


ment the best advice to James Hazen Hyde is this: To adopt the system of Native.—Maybe I can’t, but I’ll bet you a hundred I can name 
that other luminary, the Hon. James Hamilton Lewis—and dye his beard more three-hundred-and-over batters in either of the big Leagues than 
and mustache pink. you can, and let it go at that! 


THE SAD FINISH OF BANQUO’S GHOST. 


2 “-GeAcnings 

















BANnquo’s GHost.— Oh, say! Just watch the fun! When he sees MACBETH ROOSEVELT (one minute later).— Get out of here, you 
me, he'll be scared stiff! deliberate and unqualified falsifier! Haunt me, will you? I'll show you! 
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SUGGESTION TO SUMMER HOTEL PROPRIETORS. 


Why NoT Provide RockiInG-Horses FoR THOSE OF Your Lapy. Guests WHo po NoTHING 


THE REALISTIC SCHOOL. 
BEING A TRIO OF EXCITING TALES, IN WHICH ROMANCE IS 
ASSASSINATED BY TRUTH. 


I. — FISHERMAN’sS LUCK. 





FISHERMAN who had been all day 
; tramping up and down a 
trout-brook, without landing 
a single speckled beauty, de- 
cided to try one more cast 
and then go home. He crept 
carefully up to a deep pool 
and threw in. Almost im- 
mediately there was a splash and 
the rod bent nearly double. After 
fifteen minutes’ struggle the fisherman re- 
covered his hook, but the bait was gone. 


II.—THE REWARDS OF PERSISTENCE. 


Alice and Frank went picking wild 
strawberries. Each had a two-quart 


BUT Sir ON THE PorRCH ALL Day anpb Rock? 





to a convent. She decided to take both Her- 
bert and Alfred—which she did, one after the 
other, with a Reno intermission. On the day 
of Agnes’s first marriage James P. O’Brien re- 
ceived a new razor for three thousand: pink 


tradin g-Stamps. Freeman Tilden. 


7" pen ought to be mightier than the 
sword, for the reason that it gets so 
much more exercise. 
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BAD ACTORS. 


I’ anyone has treasured in his romantic heart 
the belief that the age of chivalry could be 
resuscitated, the Shakespere Exhibition at 
Earl’s Court, London, should dispel that illu- 
sion forever. Here was an array of knight- 
hood, clad in armor, jousting according to the 
best traditions for a prize awarded by the Queen 
of Beauty. Mrs. Cornwallis-West had spent a 
lot of money putting up an arena for the 
combats, and it was believed that every 
loyal Englishman would lay down his 
golden guinea or threepenny bit, 

or whatever the tariff was, at the 
box-office. And did they do it? 
God wot, very few of them. The 
Knights tilted, as well as our mod- 

ern knights know how to tilt, before 

a lot of empty benches. There 
was n’t enthusiasm enough in Earl's 
Court to float a new Progressive 
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pail. ‘Let us see,” said Frank, con- 
fidently, “which of us shall first fill 
our pails.” “All right,” replied his 
sister, we shall see.” Alice picked 
more slowly than Frank, but when 
she found a spot where there were 


Party. 

And, to tell the truth, the show 
was rotten. What was expected 
to be a clever and interesting an- 
achronism turned out to be a 
wretched farce. When Lord Crich- 
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strawberries she did not move till 
she had picked them all. On the 
other hand, Frank went from one 
place to another, never satisfied, 
always hoping to find larger and 
better berries farther on. When 
Frank and Alice got home they 
found that Frank had his pail 
stuffed with leaves with a layer of 
strawberries on top; while Alice 
had lost her berries in running 
from a snake, and had been badly 
stung on the ankle by a wild bee. 


III.—TueE INCLUSIVE AGNES. 


Herbert Montresor and Alfred 
Montagu loved Agnes McCordle 
madly. They had been fast friends 
in boyhood,.but the rivalry for the 
hand of beautiful Agnes had made 
them bitter enemies. On her part, 
Agnes was cold to both these suitors. 
She secretly loved James O’Brien, the vil- 
lage barber and hairdresser, but she never 
told of her love for James, for he was be- 
neath her station, her father being a boss 
carpenter. Her stern parents insisted that 
she choose either Herbert or Alfred within 
three days, or have the alternative of going 





GETTING READY. 


BowLer.—All ready for the bowling season! I 
thought you were going to make extensive improve- 
ments in the alleys this summer? _ I don’t see any. 

PROPRIETOR.—Great Scott. man, the alleys will 
be fully six and a half inches closer to the bar than 
they were last year! 


ton inserted a long gas-pipe tube 
in his vizored helmet, so that he 
could smoke a cigarette, he put 
the harsh slap of truth right on the 
wrist of romance. When the noble 
Duke of Marlborough scratched 
frantically at his vizored chin, 
where the sweat from his lordly 
brow had run down and begun to 
tickle, chivalry swooned in_ its 
tracks and King Arthur groaned in 
his tomb. 

The modern chivalry of Britain 
could n’t tilt for beans. They 
hammered one another, making a 
great noise, but nothing compared 
with what a structural iron-worker 
in good health can do. They 
chased around the ring, kicked 
their unwilling nags, fell down, 
and had to be derricked to an up- 

right position again. 

The Duke of Marlborough, after tilting 
with Lord Ashby St. Leger, was declared 
loser, whereat the duke threw down his 
implements and quit the show, very wroth, 
like a second-rate prize-fighter. Of a truth, 
it looks as though the Round Table has 
given way to the whist table. 











ne of the peculiar things about heredity is that bad traits descend with 


more directness and strength than good ones. 
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Budweiser 


The only Bottled Beer in constant demand 





on Land and Sea, on all Buffet and Dining 





Cars, at Hotels, Clubs, Cafes and Homes. 





Bottled only at the Home Plant 
in St. Louis 


Anheuser-Busch Brewery 
St. Louis, Mo. 








Tue SInEcuRE Is DEAD. 

A man who gets a job nowadays under the civil service hasto work. If 
he does n’t he is fired, and a real man is put in his place. But it was not like 
this in the good days of old. Senator Bankhead of Alabama tells the story of 
a man he met on the streets of Washington years ago when civil service in the 


Government had just been established. 

“Well,” said the man, “I’ve been working myself to death for the last 
three months trying to get a civil-service appointment, but you can bet your life 
I’m going to take it easy now.” : 

“Well, I suppose you failed through lack of influence,” sympathized the 


Senator. 
“No,” said the man, “I’ve got the appointment.”—/opular Magazine. 








WasTEeD ELOQUENCE. ° 
“ Hereafter I shall help the Prohibition movement all I can,” said a noted 


financier. ‘Drink is an evil that takes an incredible hold on its victiis, For 
instance: A temperance lecturer once displayed to his audience two g: raniums 
The first, watered in the usual way, was a beautiful and vigorous plant. But 
the other had been dosed with alcohol, and its foliage was shriveled a: | sparse 

’ 


its stem twisted, and its vitality decayed. 
“** Now, ladies and gentlemen,’ cried the lecturer, ‘what can you say toa 
demonstration such as this ?’ , 


“<«Tt’s all right, and if I were a geranium,’ said a shabby man in the 
gallery, ‘I’d stick to water exclusively, but it so happens that 11) not 3 
geranium.’”.— Washington Star. 
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PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF THE 


Hon. Woodrow Wilson 


In Colors, Size 14x21 inches Price Ten Cents 


SECURELY WRAPPED AND MAILED 
ANYWHERE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE 


LL Democrats and Progressives will want a copy of this 
life-like picture, which has been pronounced by com- 
petent critics to be the finest portrait on the market of the } 
Democratic Nominee for the Presidency. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York | 
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“SEE -AMERICA FIRST.” 


Courtesy ot 
Pennsylvania Railroad. 


SUSQUEHANNA RIVER, 


Near HALIFAX, Pa. 
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see eet ice” "| eM ADE AT KEY WESTI= 


more women meet.—Zxchange. 








you can recognize and a 
smoothness that you will 
remember. 


Aw’s” VIEW. 
Witiiz.— Paw, what is a telling | 





TWAIN AND THE OrFice-Boy. 


Mark Twain did not cherish a fond- 
ness for the average office-boy. He 
had an idea that the genus was insuf- 
ferable, and invariably when the humor- 
ist sallied forth into some business-office 
there was immediate armed hostility 
between him and the boy. | 


“‘There’s no place like 
home,” and no soap like 


+o 
ee 








Harper} Pears’ 
fARBER | 











THE KIND YOUR 

GRANDFATHER | | Pears’. | One day Mark went to see a friend 

USED Pears’ Soap is found in | at his office, and the office-boy on 

STILL THE BEST. P guard, in icy tones, said: 5 nana sa THe Springs. — ra 


millions of homes the world 
over. 








“Whom do you wish to see?” 
Mark mentioned his friend’s name. 
Sold everywhere. “What do you want to see him 
-—— —| about?” came next from the boy. 
Mark ‘I'wain immediately froze up, 
and then with a genial smile he said: - ——_—_______—_——- 
“Tell him, please, I want to ask his 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 ani 36 Bieecker Street. 
BRancn Wanknousk: 2 Beekman mureet. $ Naw Vous 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 





Note style 
2% bottling 


This is the 








A Rea PHILANTHROPIST. 
A North Side lumber dealer con- 













Guaranteed ae = mely — ee r hand in holy matrimony.” —/%tsburgh 
Ongi stranger. oking , dj 7 “rg 
riginal it full of knotholes and told his cus- | Chronicle. Telegraph. 








ackage. tomer about it frankly. 


| “You may not want this lumber,” 


al 
he said. Friend 
“Why not?” 2 
“T want to be honest with you. It "| ete Polish 











A taste that 
full of knotholes.” INFALLIBLE 


The stranger only laughed. 
| J 'll take it,” he declared. “This 




























. | 
lumber is to go around some baseball | 
onus a grounds. Knotholes won’t hurt mat- Vm \ 
ters any. I was a kid myself once.”— \ \ Nour one best, chance. Keep (RMMMMMEre=: 
Pittsburgh Post. Y EEK TAILORING CO. ots . 
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Laugh and Grow Fat ! Take PUCK and Laugh ! 


Do you 
know Him? 


A certain distinguished 
individual who recently 














A CONNOISSEUR. 






Subscribed For 


Grae ' 


THE FOREMOST 
HUMOROUS WEEKLY OF AMERICA 


As a Home Paper PUCK. will please you 








@ It is funny, but neither vulgar -nor suggestive. 
@ It is attractive pictorially, because its artists are among the bes. 
@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 


@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. ; 


Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 


If your newsdealer doesn’t handle PUCK, 
ask him to order it for you. 


HARASSED Prisoner. — Pray, great chief, why do you 
keep your servant tied up so long? 

CANNIBAL Kinc —A thousand pardons, dear missionary, 
but we are waiting for the consignment of paper bags from 
Sydney !—Sydney Bulletin. 





PUCK, New York 


Enclosed find ten cents for which send 








The piqnancy, of a Sherbet is attained by using a dash Tell Your Newsdealer me a liberal package of sample copies 
of Abbott's Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in of PUCK 
stamps. U. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. Q * 
an.  ——— ee 
Mrs. Recstarr. — Did your husband ever try his hand at sustained NEXT WEEK 
, ee ne ee oe 


fic tion ? 


Mrs. PercoLLuM.—Did he? For at least ten vears he’s been trying to 
nuke me believe he likes my cooking.—Chicago Tribune. 




















HIGH LIFE | 
re oF Bottled! © BEE R 





MADE from choicest malt 

and hops and purest water 
under conditions that are cleanly 
and absolutely perfect—its purity 
is emphatically guaranteed. 


ORDER A CASE FOR YOUR 
HOME TO-DAY 


Brewed by MILLER, Milwaukee 





; 5 hanahan’s Old Shebeen 


“THE MORNIN'S MORNIN.” 






























































. é THE ONLY Way. Seer eee, 
Mastering Rifles and Shotguns If he — to borrow ten, JN response to the many requests from our readers for copies of this famous poem, which 
~ a " f am out. : : . . . re 
ae Se ee Can be simplified by read- Tell him, office-boy, again, ee in te 7 ena years ago, we have issued it as a Booklet, in large, readable ) 
AEE ing from some of the fol- I am out. Pe with the ongnel Mustrations, at 
x Oe ee wing soe It’s the only way to win, 
‘ ‘HANDBOOKS — Pag peur Or to save my hard-earned tin, TEN CENTS PER COPY As 
, pel P For if he should find me in, Admirers of ‘‘Shanahan’s Old Shebeen’’ will appreciate the opportunity to secure 
I am out. inetiiitaation copies in handy pocket form. For sale by all booksellers and news- . 
RIFLES AND RIFLE —— dealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. Address er 
SHOOTING —Charkes NEVER Werts IT. PUCK 33 3: 295-309 Lafayette Street, New Yor . 
Askins. Relative merits ; E 
of different guns. Tar- Yeast. — Every time a man Fe 
get practice, snap shoot- gets a new suit he wants to go ;———- = manampiames = é 
The new text- : . ee out and “wet it,” you know. 
wing shooting. “<_ A WHOLE HOGGER. 
ct geo _ CRIMSONBEAK.—Yes, I know. ™ 
<asielcr ea: SPORTING FIREARMS Yeast. —It’s different with ” 
—Horace Kephart. Shotguns and rifles. a woman. ie 
Range, trajectory, killing power, mechanism, CRIMSONBEAK.—I guess so, \ thi 
various loads, boring, testing. especially if it happens to be a ad 
WING AND SHOOTING—Charles bathing-suit.— Axchange. "i 
Askins. Only modern manual in existence ans 
li : ting AN IMPROVEMENT. 
: — _ i at 70 “TI got a new attachment for 
Purchase from bookstores es m4 the family piano,” said Mr. 
cents a copy. Postage extra, » ce Growcher, “and it’s a wonder- 
Send for free Outing Handbook catalogue. J | £1) improvement.” 
OUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY ‘“¢What is it?” 
Sats west Sore 6x NEW york 198 £ MICHICAN AVE. CHICAGO “A lock and key.” — Wash- 
- ington Star. 
! 





Walk, —— You, Walk! 


‘THIS is the poem 
that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 
have been looking for 
ever since. We have 
now issued 


“WALK, 
—— YOU, 
WALK !” 


as a Booklet,in large, 
readable type, with the 
original illustrations, at 


Ten Cents per Copy. 
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THE Buco.ic Customer. —Young man, I wants a dark-grey tie. 

THE SHOP AssIsTtaNT.—Yessir—for half mourning ? 

Tue Bucotic Cusromer.—’Arf mornin’ be blowed! When I puts 
on a tie I puts it on fer the day !—7%e Sketch. 



































a waters of tof2%0 cost thea nant tat A. 
Admirers of this famous poem Will appreciate the opportunity to secure the very best. ©. W. Abbott & Co. Baltimore Mae 
copies in handy pocket form. For sale by all booksellers and news- Uta 
dealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. Address 
PUCK, =: 295-309 Lafayette Street, : New York WHEN we decide to forgive our enemies we generally begin with those who T 
| are bigger and stronger than we are.—Chicago Record- Herald. m 














PUCK PROOFS 


Copyright 19°2 by Keppler & Schwarzmanr. Copyright 192 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 
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A Fase ALARM. 
“You ought to have seen Mr. 
Marshall when he called upon Dolly | 
| 


the other night,” remarked Johnny to | 
These are but 














e his sister’s young man, who was taking 
Ws tea with the family. “TI tell you he two examples 
looked fine a-sitting there alongside of of the 
ee her with his arm PUCK 
“Johnny!” gasped his sister, her PROOFS. 
F face the color of a boiled lobster. Send 
“Well, so he did,” persisted Johnny. ee ae 
“He had his arm- o heat 
“John!” screamed his mother fran- Cadene 
Pe tically. of 
9 “Why,” whined the boy, “I was ——” Rtnctiatiinn 
“John,” said his father sternly, | in 
“leave the room!” hits. 


And Johnny left, crying as he went: | 
“T was only going to say that he had 
his army clothes on,”—Zadies’ Home 
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hich — ; aa statiooabiaaie 
HAND PAINTED. By W. E. Hill, ge re 
“ IF YOU LIKE HUNTING, ee dacs ON pra Caton Bach 8 pates cone 
al 
FISHING, Address PUCK, s = 2 2: 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 
nts 
- t CAMPING, 
Wasted You will like the — ee ee eo 
re NATIONAL Onty “Dry” Pace. | 
ork “Where can I get a drink in this | 
— Full par- SPORTSMAN town?” asked a traveling man, who | YOU WOULD LAUGH 
on teak pages + more, crammed landed: early one morning ata little} 
hotos from life, stories. of | town in the oil region of Oklahoma, of | send 
seat when and trampling which will | | the bus driver. 
you monthly. visitor ‘will lure | “See that millinery shop over there ?” ee “fe 
’ answer the. monctonous ‘grind of asked the driver, pointing to a build- | WALNUTS and WINE 
\ this healthful steloaphere of ing near the depot. | 
Single copies 1Be. Year) “You don’t mean to say they sell | 
adver- subscription with watc | o the Humor Section in 
$1.00 whisky in a millinery store!” exc laimed 
° ° | the drummer. 
Wpeeiel Fetal “No, I mean that’s the only place ] [2 [2 I , tons 
“ad here they don’t sell it,” said the ’bus | 
Send us #5 cents. 1 | man.—Kansas City Star. scene eenneenieninneeneeetdeinedinemeenmicansietiieeiaadtnnnnEeEenasneaieeeceiatennaeoae 
ood soo ms 
ediamas THEIR FEELINGS. M A G A 7 1 N E 
mol Geld Watch ¥ “Well, old npr 9 - y feel? RR NRO NNN a 
Fobs (regular ve just eaten a DOW! Of Ox-tall soup . ¢ : 
Ro | and feel bully.” (The most widely quoted in America) 
goki-piited buckle. “I’ve just eaten a plate of hash and 
- feel like everything.” — Mew Orleans EACH ISSUE ALSO CONTAINS 
TIONAL SPO) , 78 Federal St., Boston, M: y . e 
RTSMAN as} | Times. Democrat. A-Great New Complete Novel 
a ~ Many Short Stories 
Pleasing Poems 
P uck Proofs PHOTOGRAVURES P uck ’ and Interesting and Informing Articles. 
FROA ————— 
dente Be ena os 25 Cents a Copy $3.00 a Year 
SEND FOR OUR MAGAZINE BARGAINS 
SEND SUBSCRIPTIONS TO 
‘ G 
LIPPINCOTT’S MAGAZINE 
EAST WASHINGTON SQUARE PHILADELPHIA 
ZEKE Knew RUFE. 
Rufe was telling Zeke about a terrible escape he'd had the night pater, 
after he had crossed the dam at the river and was making for his cabin about a 
| half-mile through the dark woods. 
“ An’ jest as I stepped inter de brush I hears a funny noise like a shoat 
snortin’. I looks up an’a blue light jumps out er de groun’ and shapes itself into 
| a ghost about six foot tall. Red fire was a-flickerin’ out er its nose. It stood 
| still kinder, then lifted a long, bony finger an’ says: ‘I want vou, Rufe Jackson.’ 
| ~ “I walks up to it an’ shakes my own finger right in its face. ‘You mind 
TIME, THREE A.M.— ASLEEP AT LAST. By Angus MacDonail. | yore business and I'll mind mine,’ I says, an’ turns on my heel an’ goes right on, 
, ri Photogravure in Sepia, 1: x 8 in. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. Now, what’d you er done, Zeke, in a case like dat?” 
> who is but one example of the PUCK PROO! Send ten “T’d er done jest what you done, you durned lying nigger."—.S¢ Louis 
- for Fifty-page Catalogue of aha ne: Miniature. Address PU CK » New York | Republic. 

















THE PUCK PRESS 





THE PANAMA PROMETHEUS. 








